





ing in the whole woods. Behind each tree trunk, each high-backed wooden 
bench, some member of the company is hiding. The director, in shirt sleeves, 
stands on a wooden podium. He raises his arms like the conductor of an 
orchestra, and the Valkyries’ horns assail the woods. The curtain is about to 
rise on a dramatic, majestic spectacle. 

Except that it is not. Fellini is not concerned with our overconditioned 
reflexes. Wagner’s flourishes are employed only to provide an absurd 
counterpoint of grandeur for this scene of quiet boredom. 

Pause. Back along the gravel lane to the dirt path and up to the plateau. 
A big truck is surrounded by extras sweating in their linen costumes and 
straw hats. In front of another truck, each member of the company 
receives his cestino: a white paper bag poetically rechristened “picnic 
hamper.” 

“Don’t go down to the clearing to eat. Stay here on the plateau, please. 
There’s plenty of room for everyone,” Nello, who is responsible for every- 
thing that happens on the set, roars into a megaphone. Very quickly the 
plateau looks like the Vincennes woods on Bastille Day. 

The afternoon’s takes are filmed to a duet between the overture to 
Rossini’s Barber of Seville and the shrill chirping of the birds. A monk 
sitting on a wooden bench keeps time by waving his legs, which are too 
short to reach the ground. Two nurses help an old man to sit down; a nun, 
round eyeglasses on her rubicund face, laughs as she turns her head away 
from the camera. 

Nello and I keep watch over the trees and the busy crowd of extras and 
technicians. We have to keep an eye out for the paparazzi, the brazen free- 
lance photographers who record every secret in Italy for the weekly scandal 
sheets. Paparazzo was the name of one of the photographers in La Dolce 
Vita, and the word has already become part of the language to identify this 
breed of sensationalist reporter-photographer. Unfortunately we are in a 
public place, and have no legal right to bar anyone. Nello uses a determined 
manner accompanied with ironic politeness. He has already routed two 
paparazzi, but we all know that from now on, whenever we leave the pro- 
tection of the studios, the secrets of the film—or at least their visual sem- 
blance—will no longer be within our control. 
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